THE    MEMOIRS    OF
stream, but after going about a mile, he heard a woman's
voice hailing him:
'HI, Tummas, I zayl*
At first Rashleigh did not realize that the -woman was
hailing him, but after walking on for awhile, he heard the
voice close behind him roar out: *Darn thee, Tummas! Stop,
I zayP
At this he turned suddenly and found himself fronting a
pretty country girl of about sixteen or seventeen years of age,
who was very much out of breath and for some moments
stood, gaping with astonishment at finding herself with a
stranger.
'Why/ she stammered, 'thee bain't Tummas, arter all!'
'No, I am not Thomas, my pretty dear/ agreed Rashleigh,
cbut I would be just as willing as he could possibly be to do
anything to oblige you.'
The girl was staring intently at the clothes which Rash-
leigh was wearing.
*Drat it! This be so loike our Tummas's slop. Why,
I could a'most ha* sworn to it by the patch on the
back!'
*And very likely,* replied Rashleigh. *It probably was
your Thomas's slop, for it was given to me about a mile back
by a boy after I had been robbed of all my clothes.'
'What! Robbed of your clo'es, all on 'em?' cried the girl,
shocked. 'And did 'em leave thee quite naked?'
"They did so/ answered Rashleigh. 'And I have got a
very long way to go without a penny to help myself.'
'Poor fellow 1' said the country girl. *If thee'd care tc
come back again a bit, mother'll give you xummat to eat, and
thee looks as if thee'd be the better for that.*
Rashleigh decided that it was, after all, worth the risk, and
he went with the girl to the cottage in which she lived witt
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